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Tamcontent, I do not care, 
Wag asit will, the world for me; 
When fret and fume were all my fare, 
I got no greund as I could fee; 
So. when away my caring went, 
I counted cof, and was content, 
OLD BALLAD, 


Tnoven rarcly difplaying it myfelf, 1 have always 
admired, in others, that indifference to the how and 
when of life, which is the firft axiom in a Frenchmaui’s 
philofophy. lam too zealous an afferter of the iyftem 
of Epicurus to revive the ftoicifm of Zeno; but I 
applaud a difappointed lover, laughing at the perfidy 
of his miftreis, or a politician flumbering in his elbow 
chair, though his labors for the commonwealth are re- 
jeGed. When the burden of life galls us, it is in vain 
to curfe and fwear. By laughing we thall lighten the 
load. Surly care, is not proof againft ridicule. His 
iutrufiens ar: invited by our trowns, but mirth is the 
fureft method to vanquith our foe, and, like exorcitims 
and holy water, in the Romiih hick’ will lay the 
devil, or drive him away. Let the fickly fentimental- 
itt chauat hymns to fenfhibility, and bleis God that his 
feclings are not coarfe, that he isnot callous, orcven 
as ** this publican.’ le it mine to cultivate carelefs 
indifference, to whiftle and fing, when in the cage, 
and, with pithy PANzA, to laud that man, who firft 
invented fleep. If pleafure exceeded -pain, thrilling 
nerves would be ineftimable; but, as in walking 
through the wildernefs of this world, our fenfe is of- 
tener wounded by the thorn, than regaied by the role 
it is imprudent to with, even with STERNE, to le 

tremblingly aliveall oer.” Even when in doubting caf 
tle, in the cultody of giant Deipair, inftead of knock- 
ing our anxions heads again{t the grate, let us eagerly 
fearch for fome cranny, through which we may {natch a 
glimpfe of joy. 

I have recently converfed with a French cavalier, 
once of the ariftocratical party in France, now 2 volun- 
tary exile from that kingdom. This vivacious Parifian 
is a perfect example of this gay philojophy. In the 
courfe of five years, he has witnefed every rotation of 
fortune’s whee!. He has teen the downfail of an here- 
ditary monarch, a gallant nobility, and a venerated 
church—he has ‘ton tue fabrication of a new engine to 
decapitate a prince, once confidered ii ‘ola le; a 

lighty nation, proverbially loyal for centuries, iv a 
moment trampling on crowns, and repeating the wild- 
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eft of Rowsseavu’s paradoxes in favour of equality ; the 
olive yielding no dil, and the vine of his mountains, 
fhacdding her withered clufters, while the hand of the 
peafant was tinged with other blood, than that of 
grapes. He has not only witneffed calamities, he has 
feitthem. The lofs of an honourable and lucrative pot 
ia the royal houfchold, was followed by three wounds, 
in the carnage of the roth of Auguft. His name was 
then enrolled in the tablet of profcription, and a price 
fet upon his head, Difsuifed in the habit of a groom, 
he reached the neareft port, and friendlefs, pennylefs, 
unknowing and unknown, he fought an afylum in 
America. What would have been the language, what 
would have been the conduét, of a haughty Briton, or 
even a phlegmatic Dutchman in {uch a bitter reverfe 
of fortune? Would he not have curfed his baleful ftar, 
for fhedding fuch malignant rays, and defperately have 
cut his throat ? Our carelefs cavalier adis quite as well. 
With inextinguifhable vivacity, he recounts his own 
and his country’s misfortunes, curfes nothing but the 
club of Jacobias, and anticipates Letter days. Lait 
night Lheard him finging under an oldelm ‘* Panifons 
la melanchelie,’? and {oon atter a French drinking fong 
burit from his jocund heart, the burden of which 
tranflated, was, 

Tet us caily drink our ruddy wine, Rays. 
The philof phic Hume, who practifed what he 
ched, tells us, that fuch a difpofition is 
ftate of ten theufand ayear. The philofophy 
hools has been weighed in the balance, and 
ou id wanting.—Cricexo wrote a book de confolat 
a said SENECA ranted concerning benetits. Did their 
fyftems influence their conduct? Was not Tui.y a 
child {hrieking under the rod of CLopivus ; and when 
apeenunge’s by Ro: nan beggars, was not SENECA amifer? 
Let us thereiore, no longer wear the ftraight-laced 
pote s of fyitems, which cannot enable us to walk more 
uprightly than our unconfin ed Pee Oe Let us no 
longer eat the bread of carefulnefs: but drink our wine 
with a merry heart. 
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I+ is the cuftom of thofe wits, who write farce and 
opera to challenge candor, by facetionfly remarking 
that the comi¢e mufe ought to meet a cordial reception, 
when fo rarely feen from her dormitory ; and that 
fuch itrangers as mirth and humor ought tote cordial- 
ly received. To imitate fuch dazzling examples, [-will 
obferve, that there have been fuch draughts from the 
vawning regiment of mifcellany writers, that a volun- 
teer, in laughing fervice, wil! perhapsefcare cenfure fiom 
thole who, carciul to avoid cofflee-houic politics and the 
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The invincible fway, that naBiTr bears over pliant 

mortals, has long been a ftale theme for top-bitten pens. 
Thofe,-who, in armed chair, deridingly curve the end 
of their nofes whilft reading an eflay, lengthened out 
in the old cart-rut ftyle, {cornfully atk why the labori- 
ous fcribler has not difcovered a new rout. To thefe 
gentry, who have only the power of wifhing for new 
things, I would obferve that the fame inveterate cuf- 
tom, which induces a {neer upon their phiz, direéis my 
thoughts in the beaten track. 
' Habit, in early life, is peculiarly inftvential. By its 
aid, the perfevering child of fancy patiently trims his 
midnight lamp, quaffs copioufty from the purett ftreams 
of Helicon, and adds brilliancy to the efcutcheon of {ci- 
enceand taite. From the fame principle, the devoted 
debauchee, who at fifteen, by his lank fides and drum- 
{tick limbs, would have been called the child of Jus- 
TICE SHALLOW, moves at twenty-five a cripple to the 
bagnio, till death meets him at thirty and counts 
more wrinkles on his brow, than old Methufelah could 
have exhibited. 

When I meet a red nofe, bloated face, fiery eyes and 
a pair of trembling knees, fupported by a ttaif, I direa- 
ly conclude the man has a habit. 

My lady Fiippanrt at fourteen wasa referved mo- 
dett mifs : at twenty fhe began to coquet, then to 
fcandalize, then to take drams in her clolet, and now, 
ia Ireland’s phrafe, we could live more peaceably with 
Xantippe, or on Alexander the copperimith’s firft 
floor, than with my lady. My neighbours all fay veri- 
ly fhe has a number of devilith Aabits. 

A tinfeled fop, who wags buckifily through the 
treet, with the contents of a barber’s thop about his 
head, and half the ribbons of Cornhill wifped into bows 
to decorate his pretty joints, is pointed at by 2 man of 
letters, who fhrewdly fufpeéts that he lacketh many 
things needful. Why, fays one of his {choolfellows, 
who is now defervedly promoted, that man, when a 
boy, was haunted by an inveterate Aabit of doing no- 
thing, read his looking-glafs inftead of books, and was 
more pleafed with a fmile from a filly girl than with a 
page of Pindar. God grant, continued he, that he 
may never form 2 habit of mingling with men of fenfe. 
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THE CLOWN AND ROSE, A FABLE. 


£458 when gay fun beams feek the brooks, 
And fport upon the rifing wave ; 

So play’d the fmiles in Laura’s looks, 

In every glance, the charmer gave, 








When rufhing winds, vindictive ftorms, 
The bofom of the brooks deface, 

So rage her tranquil breaft deforms, 
So anger mars her beauteous face, 


Wondering thepherd ! would’ft thou know 
Why Laura different paffions vex ? 

Why now her eyes with vengeance glow, 
Now beam the foftnefs of her fex ? 

Daughter of mildnefs now appears, 
Then darts her fiery glances round, 

Can the fame face both afpects wear, . 
So fweetly finile fo fternly frown. 


Why now her virgin fweets difclofe, 
Then coy—as love and pride prevail. 
Go to the garden—afk the rofe, 
The rofe can tel] the moral tale. 


When boifterous Cymon fought the air, 
He chofe the garden's walks and bowers, 
Some Demon led the monftey there, 
Sworn foe to elegance and flowers. 
See, as he lifts his giant ftride, 
And haftes along the gay parterre, 
The confcious flowers all ftrive to hide, 
Clofe every leaf, and fhrink with fear, 
Th’ afpiring tulip lifts its head 
In vain—and t.urns its kindred leaves ; 
In vain their fweets the violets thed, 
In vain her fweets the jafmine breathes, 


The uncouth wretch’s wafteful walk 
Scatter’d the jafmines on the ground, 
Broke the proud tulip’s airy ftalk, 
And trod the loWly violet down, 
And foon he faw the fnow-white rofe, 
Her virgin beauties lure his eye, 
Ceafe, fpoiler, ceafe ; ye fates, oppofe ; 
In his rude grafp the rofe will die. 
At his approach, trembles the flower, 
And paler grows her fhowy form, 
The parent buth exerts her power, 
Nerves every branch, points evéry thorn. 
Ceafe, fpoiler, ceafe ; oh fpare the meek, 
The rofe with thee can know no reft, 
Thy kindred bramble, Cymon, feek, 
She loves the foil within thy breait. 


Ceafe, fpoiler, ceafe ; alas! too late, 
Hisruthlefs hands extend and clofe ; 
And fee—O blefs the pitying fate ! 
The parent bufh protects her rofe, 
Now writhes with pain the awkard hiad, 
The ftarting blood his hand diftaius, 
May virtue fuch protection find, 

May cruel fpoilers know (uch pains, 
With ruddy tireams his fiagers reek, 

While uncouth geftures mark his woes, 
Far redder glow’'d his ireful cheek, 

When he addrefs’d the affrighted refe. 
Inveterate flower, thy fweets I flee ; 
Who feck thy fweets thy thorus will find, 
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Falfe Laura’s fmiles I find in thee, 
In thee { hate her vengeful mind. 


Tue FAIREST CHILD oF June reply’d, 
I love the near refemblance well, 

1 in the near connexion pride, 
Although her fweets my fweets excel, 


From the fame common parent born, 
Into one clime we both arofe, 

J, a fixed beauty, deck the thorn 
LAuRA, a Waiking fifter rofe. 


To guard the beauties, nature gave, 
She all my thoufand thorns prepar’d, 

And, LaurA’s lovelier charms to fave, 
Gave Thorny Virtue for a guard. 


Know, Cymon, hence nor dare reproach, 
Know hence our common danger’s born, 
When lawlefs fpoilers dare approach, 
Then LAuRA frowns, I point my thorn. 


But, fhould the gentle feek the thade, 
Sigh for my fcents, and beauties bland, 
I'dcourt young Zephyr’s airy aid, 
To bow me to the extended hand. 


Should fome kind youth fair Laura fue, 
With wedlock’s hand her beauties feek, 
Proud LAuRA would be gentle too, 
And in his bofom thed her fweets. 
Be 
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ORIGINAL POETRY. 








TO A HOG—ON HIS BIRTH-DAY, 


Never as yet the unjuft mufe 
(As if by thofe old precepts bound 
Which tie the fuperftitious Jews,) 
One line to praife a Hoc has found, 


Never till now as I remember, 
Has any poet fung a fwine, 
O, Hog! this twentieth of November, 
“I celebrate —the day is thine. 


Three years ago thy little eyes 

Peep’d on the day with optics weak ; 
Three years ago thy infant cries, 

By mortal men were cali'da fgueak. 


Ev’n then the mufe prophetic faw 

Thy youthtul days, thy latter ftate, 
And figh’d at the relentlefs law, 

That doom'd thee to an early fate. 
Yes, the fond mufé has anxious look’'d, 

While thou a roafter, carelefs play’ dit, 
Thoughtlefs how foon thou might’{t be cook’d, 
(A fine appearance then thou mad"iL.) 


To drive a Jover from thy heart? 





The dangers of a roafting paft, 
She faw thee rear’d a handfome fhoat ; 
Saw thee a full-grown hog at laft, 
And heard thee grunt a deeper note. 
Thy charms mature with joy the view’d, 
As waddling on fliort legs about, 
Or rolling in delicious mud, 
Or rooting with fagacious fnout. 


But thy laft hour is near at hand ; 
Before a year, a month, a week, 
Is paft, “tis fate’s fevere command, 
That death hall claim thy lateft fqueak, 
And this fhall be<hy various doom; 
Thou fhalt be roafted, fry’d and boil’d, 
Black puddings fhall thy blood become, 
Thy lifelefs fleth thall pork be ftyl'd: 
Thy ears and feet in foufe fhall lie; 
Minc’d faufage meat thy guts fhall cram ; 
And each plump, pretty, wadling thigh, 
Salted and fmoak'd fhall bea ham. 


Yet it is fruitlefs to complain: 


“* Death cuts down all both great and fmall ;” 


And hope and fear alike are vain, 
To thofe who by his ftroke muft fall. 


Full many ahero, young and brave, 
Like thee, O Hog! refign’d his breath ; 
The noble prefents nature gave, 


Achilles met an early doom ;— 
Euryalus and Nifus, young, 

Were flain ; but honour’d was their tomb ; 
That, Homer, thefe, fweet Maro fang. 


On the rude cliffs of proud Quebec, 
In glory’s arm Montgomery dy’d; 

And freedom’s genius loves to deck 
His early grave with verdant pride, 


Nor fhalt thou want a fprig of bays 

To crown thy name. When fet agog, 
The mufe fhall tune eccentric lays, 

And, pleas’d, IMMORTALIZE A Hoc, 


THE THORN. 


As Jate thro’ yonder woodland glade, 
Fair DeL1A and OrLANDo ftray’d, 
Where flowery fweets and mingled dyes 
Allure the love-lorn wanderer’s eyes ; 
Amid the beauties of the fields, 

Which Nature’s wild luxuriance yields, 
A thorny bramble—waving high— 

Had caught my Dr11a’s roving eye; 
With lily hand fhe pluck’d the thorn, 
Deck’d with the glittering tears ef morn, 
And, charm’d with fweets its leaf poffeit, 


She pin’d it to her /nowy breaft. 
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Say, cruel DeLtiA! Why that art, 
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Why, when he fighs but to be dle/?; 
Clofe to thy tender bofom preft ; 
Why wouldii thou throw the dete dart, 
To PAIN THE FLESH, AND \ OUND THE HEART} 
To rend the tortur’d breait, which ftrove 
With poignant pang: of rapturous love? 
So PALLAS once, fem’d I"i/dom’s queen, 
In gcrgon terrors dre, was feen; 
With frightful fhakes, i 
Hung dangling down he: 


To ftrike, with awe, t! 


¢ rnffian rude, 


Who would ov VIRGIN RITES intrude ; 


To guard, with uareffited fway, 

From the vite wretch, who dares betray. 
Plain is the moral, lovely teir ! 

"Twas If i/dom plac’d the bramb/e there: 

lov while bright. Beauty's potent chai nis 

Invite the Jorer to thy arms 

The THorw wall check rude Pafion'’s fire, 

And bid the enamour’d yeuth—revire ! 

Nor dare that facred brea/? profane, 


Wrere Goopness, CxAsrity, and VinTvE, nriGn!} 


SELECTION. 








** A NOSEGAY OF CULLED FLOWERS, 
OvVR OWN, 


WITM NOTHING OF 
BRUT THE THREAD THAT TIES THEM,”’ 
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ANACREONTIC, 

Found in an old Drawer in the Repofitories of a Perfon deceafed, 
O Covet Sieep! fince we muft be 
Oblig’d to give forme hours to thee; 
Invade me not whilil the full bowl 
Glows on my cheek, and warms my foul. 
Pe that the only time to reit, 
When I no wine, no joys can tafte: 
Short, very fhort, then, be thy reign, 
For 1’m in hafte to live again. 

Eut oh! if melting in my arms, 
The nymph belov’d, with all her charms, 
In fome fweet dream fhouldthen furprife, 
And grant what waking the denies; 
Gentle {lumber ! prithee flay, 
Slowly, flowly bring the day. 
Let no rude noife my bli&s deltroy, 
For fweet delufion’s real joy. 





LEVITIES. 


A gentleman, who had a ca/? in his eye, being ridi- 


by his miftrefs for fquinting, replied to her in 


MPROMPTU, 
You fay I fquint, there’s nothing in’t ; 
1 only look’d afew, 
And when you thought, I look’d at nouglit 
‘Twas then 1 logk’d at you, 





Tranflation of 4 Greekepigram from the Anthologja, 
by the late IN. Gardie: /ometime tchoulmatter ia Bolton. 
Nature with paina fingle Homer bore, 
Spent all her vigor. and conceiv’d no more, 
, ——————] 


A Grubftreet garretteer in an addrefs to the reader 
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fa book of merry tales, affigning the motives, which 
led to the publication, confefes that 


0 


——-*' to be juit 
The read) rhino wasthe fe ft, 
The caule, which furnified out this treat, 
That you might laugh, and 1 might zat. 
And l'ilefteem it pretty picking, 
lt every tale produce a chicken, 





—— fe SE Oe 


Au oftentatious courtier of queen Elizabeth, having 
difipatedhis revenues, was compelied to retire into the 
couctry: and inferibed over the portal of his houfe the 
inotto of OMNIA VANITAS, the firft word of which 
the painter delineated in imail, apd the laf in large 
letters. Queen Elizabeth viliting this felf-exiled noble- 
man, was afked by him how the liked the motto to his 
fine houfe ‘* My lord” fhe teplicd, “ 1 am aftonifhed, 
that after making your ommiaio imail your vanitas 
fhould be fo confpicuoufly large. 

The pungent Peter Pindar has thus ‘‘ hitched into 
rhyme” Weil's celebrated pidure of Adamand Eve: 

Adamand Eve, their fate how odd, 
Ab! very odd muft be conte(s’d; 
Turn’d out of Paradife by God, 
And murdered alierwardsby Weft. 


ORIGINAL EPIGRAM, 
Written by awit, who difliked the German flute. 


Orpheus, ‘tis faid, by mutic charm’d the Devil, 
And made even ranting Proferpina civil ; 

But, had the Grecian been fo dull a brute, 

As to have dar’d attempt it with a Flute, 

The fequel, doubtle&S, would have taught him well, 
That fuch vile whiftling had no power imHell. 


EPIGRAM, 
Tranflated from the French, by the late Dr. Cooren, 
To Love thould Beauty not fubmit, 
In vain its power it tries, 
Love has a dart, it Beauty fights 
And wings, if Peauty flies. 


———- 


On a Boy and Gir! | 


wanted aneye. By the fame. 


oth beautiful, except that each 


Give to thy filter thy bright eye, and be 
Thou a blind Cupid, and a Venus fhe. 
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